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Much is possible for a man; men will obey a man that
kens and cans, and name him reverently their Ken-nirig or
King. Did not Charlemagne rule ? Consider, too, whether
he had smooth times of it; hanging ' four-thousand Saxons
over the Weser-Bridge/ at one dread swoop! So likewise,
who knows but, in this same distracted fanatic France, the
right man may verily exist? An olive-complexioned taci-
turn man; for the present, Lieutenant in the Artillery-
service, who once sat studying Mathematics at Brienne?
The same who walked in the morning to correct proof-
sheets at Dole, and enjoyed a frugal breakfast with M. Joly?
Such a one is gone, whither also famed General Paoli his
friend is gone, in these very days, to see old scenes in
native Corsica, and what Democratic good can be done
there.

Royalty never executes the evasion plan, yet never
abandons it; living in variable hope; undecisive, till fortune
shall decide. In utmost secrecy, a brisk Correspondence
goes on with Bonill6; there is also a plot, which emerges
more than once, for carrying the King to Rouen:1 plot
after plot emerging and submerging, like ignes fatui in foul
weather, which lead nowhither. ' About ten o'clock at night/
the Hereditary Representative, in partie quarrde, with the
Queen, with Brother Monsieur, and Madame, sits playing
'iviskj or whist. Usher Campan enters mysteriously, with
a message he only half comprehends: How a certain Comte
D'Inisdal waits anxious in the outer antechamber; National
Colonel, Captain of the watch for this night, is gained over;
post-horses ready all the way; party of Noblesse sitting
armed, determined; will his Majesty, before midnight, con-
sent to go? Profound silence; Campan waiting with up-

1 See Hist. JParl vii. 316; Bertrand-Moleville, &o,